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„Well, well, well .. Now, these both good looking guys are the new members of the Hettield-Hammett household, 
right,” Lars said, a silly grin spread all over his face. His large green eyes had a completely rapt look. "Uuuuuh, 
sweetiesweetiesweetieees „Ooohhh, you are sooooo cute ... You little sweetie-sweetie-sweeties .. Come to uncle 


Larsieeeee! Your uncle Larsieeee is here!" 


Jason rolled his eyes in annoyance while Lars went on cooing. He softly poked the babies with one finger and 
tried to divert the both newborn baby bunnies from the one and only activity they were interested in - 
suckling at the nipples of their proud bunny mom Jamie Bunny. 


They were so busy by doing so that the amount of milk they got was much too much to swallow, covering up 
the eager little baby bunny faces and dripping down, soaking the soft, thick blanket of the bunny bed on what 
Jamie Bunny laid on her side, giving low sounds of delight. 


Lars finally managed to get the fluffy black baby off the nipple and wanted to take it in his hand but the tiny 
baby bunny shrilly squealed and struggled for ten. 


"You will put it back to where you've found it, fucker.. NOW!" James barked at Lars and gave him his patented 
Hetfield-death-stare. 


"Aaaaawwww! Jaaaames! COME ON! | just wanted to .." 
"| said NOW!" 


Lars didn't try to argue any more but quickly followed James’ order, anxiously glancing at the furious metal 


singer who towered over him. 


Well, to be precise, he glanced at James’ jeans clad long legs because he was on his knees beside the bunny 
bed, and this definitively wasn't the best position to argue with a much taller and muscular guy who was used 


to easily keep a whole stadium with 80 000 screaming fans inside under his control. 


Immediately the baby bunny went on with its power suckling, a little faster as before because it had to make 
up for the lost time. 


"They are really, really, really cute," Jason excitedly said, also smiling like a kid in front of a mountain of 


presents, not knowing where to begin with to get them open. 


As always he vibrated from energy, and it wasn't an easy task to NOT hop around like Kirk Bunny and his 
daughters, Sniffy Bunny and Daisy Bunny. 


The bunnies freely hopped all over and around James' and Kirk's bedroom, including the cleaned up and freshly 
done bed, the nightstands, several other small pieces of furniture, the pile of dirty socks and used underwear 
on the floor at James’ side of the bed, and they handled the over-dimensioned vanity case beside Kirk's 
bedside, too. 


That was way better than Kirk's ability to handle said vanity case because he used to trip about the thing and 
to fall down at the carpeted floor, especially by night in a somewhat sleepy state if he wanted to take a leak 
and tried to make it to the bathroom without switching on his lamp at the nightstand. 


And James was used to get woken all of a sudden by a loud thud, cries of pain and heavy swearing. He was 


trained to hop off the bed, being still half asleep, to run around to the other side of the bed and to pick Kirk 


off the floor in fewer than ten seconds, to bark at him after having thrown him back onto the bed, and then 
to hit his own side of the bed and to be fast asleep again in under twenty seconds. 


He had tried to talk to Kirk in earnest about that vanity case numerous time to let him know what he was 
thinking about "the fucking totally useless shit" at the floor beside Kirk's bedside - but Kirk used to get deaf 
all of a sudden in the "case" of his vanity case, if not to say: deaf and STUBBORN, looking at James with his 
large dark eyes as if he didn't know what was going on, arguing that he might be overcome by a sudden need 
to use his special hand créme, or maybe the cooling gel for his lids, or some eye shadow - deepest night, or 
not. 


And that it was NOT possible to put those items on or inside his nightstand because they weren't supposed to 
be inside a nightstand. 

They belonged to a vanity case, as Kirk pointed out, and everything else would have been a sin 

James finally had given up, saying that he would be fine with Kirk hitting the floor every second or third right 
- if Kirk had done a proper testament what would get James the full inheritance of the cash Kirk hadn't 
managed to throw out of the window in the meantime. 

And of the guitars, of course. 


This speech had got James the penance of NO SEX for a WHOLE month. 


But it had been worth the risk. 


Now, James disgustedly glanced at Jason 


"You gonna get the bunnies nervous, Jase," he growled. "So, do me a favor and get your sorry ass down at the 


floor.” 

He already sat beside Lars who stared at the babies without blinking 

"What a nice idea, dude," Jason said, broadly grinning at James. He sat down and crossed his long legs. 

Kirk who was busy to clean up the bunny litter boxes - two large boxes, now - shot Jason a glance what 
made it clear that the lead guitarist wasn't too much amused about the farm boy with NO MANNERS who 


had the impertinence to think he might have been a metal bass player of worth and might be allowed to call 
the Mighty Hetfield "dude". 


"Kirk, why do YOU always have to clean up the litter boxes?" Lars asked in an innocent tone. "I've never seen 


James doing it. Does that mean that its slavery work?" 

Kirk arrogantly glared at Lars then threw back his long dark and curly hair. 

"| don't think that a certain person - | won't name said person - whose ancestors have been wild barbarians 
might have a say in the matter," he condescendingly replied. "Maybe, there doesn't exist anything like a litter 
box in your country .. Denmark, right? Do they already eat with forks and knives in Denmark? I'm pretty sure 
you people still use your fingers." 

Jason and James giggled. Lars elbowed Jason and made him squeak. 

‘Ive heard that you USA guys still aren't too sure that Earth really is a sphere," Lars sneered at Kirk "And 
I've heard, too, that you guys still haven't finished your nationwide discussion about the absolutely new theory 


that Earth might rotate around the sun .." 


"What? Earth should go ruming around the sun?" James threw in, grinning. "No way! We all would fall off if the 


planet would move .." 

Kirk ignored James. 

"Well, | don't know what those US guys believe, or not," he arrogantly shot back at Lars. "I'm Irish .. Celtic, you 
know. Highly cultured We've known everything about the universe since MILLIONS of years .. Millions of years 
before you barbarians from Denmark even knew anything about how to bathe your stinking bodies, or that it 
doesn't show good behavior to sleep beside the pigs somewhere in a dirty stable .. Not that it would strike 
somebody else if you'll do so, by the way.” 

In the meantime Jason laid on his back, giggling and laughing helplessly. 

Lars stared daggers at him. 

"You'll regret that, farm boy," he hissed. "You'll SO fucking regret your impertinent amusement." 

Jason laughed once more and sat up. 

"You are so sweet, Larsie, you know that?" He bent over and kissed Lars' nose then those sweet pouting lips. 
Lars immediately melted away. He threw his arms around Jason's neck and noisily kissed back. 


Both lovers greedily started to make out, moaning and sighing, hands all over the other one's body. 


"Disgusting!" Kirk mentioned. "Really disgusting." 


"Oh, | like the show," James answered, grinning. His blue eyes glittered. "There's nothing more refreshing than 


the eagerness and clumsiness of such a young love, ain't it?" 


To Kirk's morally satisfaction the both newborn bunny babies meant too much of a distraction to the "young 
love", and Lars and Jason had their eyes back at the babies. 


"They are soooo cute," Lars sighed. "Look, Jason, how hungry they are .. Do they stop suckling anytime soon?" 


"Such a little one always is hungry, sweetheart," Jason gave back, patting Lars’ back. "But they'll stop when 
there's no more room for milk inside their sweet little bellies." 


At this very moment the baby bunny bellies seemed to be full because they suckled slower and slower then 
stopped, falling asleep in an instant. 


The little black furred baby gave some small squeaks of pleasure then rolled onto its back, eyes tightly closed 
and the little paws in the air. 


James smiled. He reached over and softly ran his fingertips about the bunny baby. Its fur felt silkily after 
Jamie Bunny had cleaned up her babies over and over again The other bunny baby's fur was spotted in black, 
blond and white. Its little bunny tail and two of its paws were white furred, 


Kirk sat down on the floor, too, and now all four badass Heavy Metal musicians watched the bunnies with large, 


happy eyes. 


"Which one had been squeezed in?" Lars asked without taking off his eyes from the softly snoring babies with 


their round and full belles. 

"Blacky Bunny there," James answered. ‘I had to push it back inside to get it turned around" 

"Wow!" Lars whispered. "Wow!" 

He looked from the bunny babies at James, the look of his green eyes openly adoring his bandmate. 
"| never would have been able to do this .. Wow! You are a hero, James" 


James blushed and didn't know where to look at. 


"No, no ... It has been nothing .. Really. Nothing special at all .. Really," he stammered. "Everybody could have 


done it." 


"Aaaawww, James! Lars is right," Jason said and smiled at James then patted the singer's broad back. "You 


ARE a hero. A hero with VERY talented fingers!" 


